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ST. CLAIR. 


(Continued from page 78.) 
THE arrangement of St. Clair, tho’ 


easy in theory, would, as he was well 
aware, be difficult to fulfil; neither was 
he certain that Matilda would consent 
to quit her father’s house, or become 
his wife. Could the Baroness once be 
brought to favour his pretensions, he 
then had no doubt of obtaining her 
hand; and he resolved to endeavor to 
gain her sanction, or resign the hopes 
of preserving Matilda’s peace. To see 
the Baroness was impossible ; but writ- 
ing was a resource easily obtained, as 
the confidant offered to deliver the let- 
ter, and bring him an answer in a short 
period of time. 


To the Baroness de Sundheim. 


«To you, Madam, who have wit- 
nessed the strength of my attachment, 
and beheld the struggles which I have 


' frequently made, I venture to apply, to 


obtain a sanction for a passion the most 
animated that ever warmed a human 
heart. The happiness of Lady Matil- 
da is far dearer to me than my life, 


and to procure it, I would consent to | 


the termination of my days; but can I 
calmly hear she is devoted to wretch- 


affianced to worth or merit, I never had 
presumed to make a claim; but, gra- 
tified by the prospect of felicity, in si- 
lence buried all impressions of my love. 
Too well do I know the force of your 
affection, to believe that you sanction 














this detested scheme ;—no! it is im- 
possible that you can consent to barter 
the peace and happiness of an only 
child !—Think not, madam, that I ap- 
prove Opposition to any just proposal 
that a parent could make. Had the 
Baron merely disapproved my alliance, 
without compelling his daughter to 
bind herself to age, I never had mur- 
mured at his decision, though I must 
always have lamented the cruelty of my 
fate: but, knowing that she is doomed 
to misery and destruction, can you 
wonder that. I-implore you to shield 
her in my arms? in pity then consent 
to a private marriage, and allow:my 
happiness to commence from this night” 
—could any other method prevent the 
accomplishment of the Baron’s design, 
I should shudder at proposing a step so 
opposite to the refinement and delicacy 
of Matilda’s mind; but, alas! Madam, 
we have no time to deliberate, a few 
hours must seal your daughter’s fate ! 
In mercy then, allow the plan which I 
have suggested to Lady Matilda’s at- 
tendant, this evening to take place, and 
by that means save her from a load of 
wretchedness which her tender nature 
is unable to sustain. On my knees I 
implore your approbation and concur- 


| rence, and vow tocherish and protect her 
edness, without attempting to snatch 


her from so sad a fate ?>—Had she been | 


all my days; and if I ever prove un- 
worthy of the sacred deposit, may that 
moment become the close of my life.” 

Whilst the Baroness was perusing 
this letter, her countenance underwent 
a great variety of changes; and Matil- 
da watched each motion with as much 
anxiety as if it was to determine her 
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future fate. “ St. Clair,” said she, after 
a moment’s silence, “implores me to! 
con-ent to your becoming his wile ; but 
can I authorize an act of disohedichens: 
and encourage my Matilda to disgrace 


her name?” 
ther!’ replied the agitated Matilda, 
encircling her arms about the baroness’s 
neck, “‘is there no palliation for an 


“Oh! my beloved mo-| 








act of disobedience, which at once will 


would my father but allow me to de- | 
cline the Duke’s proposzl, duty would | 
impel me to refuse St. Clair’s hand; 


but, knowing that I am sacrificed to} 


vanity and ambition, can you wonder 
that I wish to avoid the hatred shrine ? 
~———[n pity on my sufferings comply 
with his request, for without your cen- 
sent I will never become his wife ; but 
if | am forced into this hated sibanee. 
misery must be my portion for the rest 
of my iife.”— May that peace be the 
lot of my adored Matilda, which her 
munfortunate mother has not been able 
to obtain !—yes my child, I consent to 


his proposal, and will resign my dear- | 





est tr-asure to his care.” “Oh my 
adored mother,” exclaimed the de- 
lighted Matilda, what a heavy pressure 
have you removed from my heart! 
yet,” continued she, bursting into tears, 
** do I not purchase happiness at the exe 
pense of your peace! should my father 
discover that you consented to this 
elopement, how completely wretched 
will be made my heart!”—** My heart,” | 
said the baroness, *‘ is so familiarized | 
to wretchedness, that I am able to en- 
counter it with composure and ease ; 


and if my Matilda’s choice should | 


prove productive of her felicity, I shall 


brave every evil with fortitude and} not on our own endeavours, we may 


One is 


ease. 
before us, and neither admits of pro- | 
crastination nor delay. I must inform | 
St. Clair that I consent to his wishes, | 
and you must make the necessary pre- | 


parations for their being fulfilled.” 
( To be continued. ) 
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ALLEGORY. 
In a rainy journey ina post chaise 




















But, come, my love, time flies | 





| the other day, I amused myself tracing 


many analogies between the progress 
of human beings through life, and that 
of the drops of rain from the top of the 
glass to the bottom. I observed certain 
drops start from the top with equal ad- 
vantages. An accident impedes one, 


_and in its course to the bottom is slow, 
irregular, and crooked ;—another, on 


_the contrary, is forwarded by some 
preserve both my honour and my life? | 


lucky accession, and rolls down in a 
swift straight current; while a third, 
perhaps, which seemed to have a thou- 
sand prosperous events in its way, 
which it was scarce possible to miss— 
a large bubble immediately beneath 
it, which must send it speedily to the 
end of its journey, or a new drop of 
rain so close to it, that it could hardly 
fail of joining its current,—falls in with 
a small drop to the left hand of its re- 
gular course, is retarded, turned aside 
in 1t8 career, and reaches no farther 
than to the middle of the pane, where 
it dries up in obscurity ;—another sets 
out brilliantly, and promises to perform 
its journey in a straight and regular 
| line ; when. behold, an overwhelming 
torrent pours precipitately upon it, and 
buries it in a superior current; while a 
fifth, from small and unobserved be- 
ginnings, never deviating from the 
right way, and collecting with dili- 
gence all the little tributary bubbles 
which lie in its road, suddenly calls 


_the attention to the rapidity with which 


it now reaches the end of its labours. 
Many fanciful resemblances might 


here be traced to the course of events | 
in life.—-Chances, equally strange, oc- | 


cur In the pursuit of honor, riches, and 
happiness. In events which depend 


trace the same similitudes. 
hurried rapidly off the stage by dis- 
ease; another lingers through slow 





and lasting disorders, and reaches by a 
painful and crooked course, the ex- 
treme of old age; while another, who 
sets out with a full stock of health, 
and every prospect fair and blooming 








round, is suddenly driven off the stage 
by accident or misfortune. 
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THE FEMALE HABIT. amusements. ’*Tis to thee we owe those ele- 
The female habit ought neither to || $2" refinements which embellish society! It 


ali ; he |“ thou that invented the entangling net worn 
be so lig tas to give the wearer the by the fair ; to thee those lovely “ fishers of 


appearance of a paper kite, subject tO || men” owe their expedients. See what beaux 
be carried away by every sudden gust ; and heroes flutter inthe toils of beauty! allured 

i ight ey lovely idol 
nor sO warm as to remind us of the by bright eyes they approach the lovely idol, 


: , ° ‘ . | and the gilded meshes of fashion enwrap them. 
climate of Russia or Lapland. Simpli-} To thee, O Vanity! the military hero is in- 


city of dress is, like modesty of man- || debted for all his graces so irresistably charm- 
ners, the handmaid of grace. Gorgeous || '"§ 9 the eyes of the woman of fashion ; thou 
ornaments distract the imagination of adjustest his waving plume, his glittering 


; epaulettes, his gorget, and his sword knot; 
the observer; and the wearer, like the || thou regulatest his measured strut, and givest 


silk worm, is hid beneath her own /| expression to every muscle of his formidable 
magnificence : but a decent garb ad || faces ’tis thou who pointest out the lightning 
“s 9 


. of his tremendous eye, “ that speaks plain can- 
justed to the elegant contour of the | |, fire, and smoke, and bounce ;” thou in- 


female form, concealing those beauties || s:ructest him to lead his fair partner in the 
that would obstrusively force them- || dance, while her little heart, actuated by thee, 
: throbs with vanity. 
selves en Oe observation, and har- The rout and the masquerade are crowded 
monizing with a virtuous mind; this is | 
| 





= 





with thy votaries; nay, the dread of ridicule 

the dress that we should recommend compels even the serious part of the commu- 
to the fair sex, and which. combined || 2'ty te conceal their queer notions, and smile 
with a modest demeanor . more at with affected complacency on thy votaries. 
. ’ “|| Thy reign, O goddess! over the passions and 
tractive than the cestus of Venus ; can || the minds of men is almost universal in this 
render even beauty more amiable, im- || great city; even Mammon himself, who next 
press the idea of angelic perfection and | to thee, seems to share the adoration of the 


: 2 | admiring throng.—Even Mammon is obliged to 
innocence on the mind of the behold- | yield his precious hoards as an offering on thy 


er, and compel us to reverence virtue, | altars. Incited by thee, O beloved vanity! 
thus personified in woman. even antiquated dames forsake their prayer 
books—fiy to the toilette, and beautify theit 


. | shrivelled faces with lotions bestowed by thee 
Patience and contentment——which, |*"'*“ y 


like the treasure hid in the field to CROSS READINGS. 


purchase which a man sold all he had | A. Lowe begs leave to return his friends~ 
—is of that pri : yd || having no further occasion for them. 

— _ * —" be had | Wanted a youth of classical education and 
at too great a purchase, since without} 


: 9 : ; ' reputable friends—an apprentice to a chimney 
it the best condition in life cannot | sweeper. 


make us happy—and with it, it is im- } Loe ee for — than oa a 
possibl p Under a toss 0 appetite—whoever has found 1 
P h e we should be miserable even and will return i to the owner, shail receive 
in the ‘worst. ‘five dollars reward. 

A graduate of the university of Cambridge,— 
would be happy to engage himself with any 


Lite life wi | grocer or other trader, to carry out small par- 
with honour and decency, must, cels, open and shut shop, go of errands, &c, 


when he is young, consider that he — 

shall one day be old; and remember, } “I once had the curiositv,” says Montes. 
when he is old, that he has once been | quiev, “to keep an account of the number of 
young. In youth he must lay up| ‘ims [heard a story repeated. — During three 


2 | weeks that it occupied th olite world, I heard 
, - | weers the pie ep ’ e 
knowledge for his support, when his | zt told two hundred and twenty-five times ! which 

powers of acting shall forsake him; and | Lthought quite sufficient !” 


in age forbear to animadvert with ri- | stile 


gor on faults which experience only |, 4 person asking a lazy fellow why he laid so 

ean correct, ° | long in bed, ‘“‘Iam busied, says he, “in hearing 

| council every morning. Industry advises me 

to get up; sloth to hie still, and so they give me 

ein ’ VANITY. twenty reasons, proandcon. Jt is my part to 

Mail Vanity! thou eccentric goddess, who || hear what is said on both sides ; and by the time 
presidest over our manners, fashions, and bthe cause is over dinner is ready!” ; 
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POETRY. 


For the Fuvenile Port-Folio. 
THE SOLDIER Boy. 


“‘ Dry, dry those tears, my lovely maid, 
I needs must join the host to day; 
Louisa, let it not be said, 
A Soldier’s love could bid him stay. 
Nay, wring not thus thy snowy hands, 
Nor heave those sighs of bitter woe ; 








I bend to Honour’s stern commands, 
’Tis Glorv calls, and I must go. 

But soon we'll quell the foeman’s pride, 
Their boasts of conquest soon destroy ; 

Wilt thou not smile, my lovely bride, 

When laurels deck thy Soldier Boy ?’—— 
‘Go, go; and Heaven thy guardian prove,” 
The maid replied with bursting heart ; 

** Louisa ne’er will bid her love, 
From Honour’s glorious paths depart.” 
«There spoke the soul of Hubert’s child; 
But see, our troops in bold array 
Approach ; the trumpet’s clangor wild 
Rings im the air;—I must away.” 
No time for more the mettled steed, 
Sprung o’er the field with eager joy ; 
Louisa, as she watch’d his speed, 
Sigi’d, -‘Heav’n defend my Soldier Boy !” 
And now the storm of battle wakes ; 
The neighb’ring cat’ract’s thundering roar 
Whose fall the rocks surrounding shakes, 
Amidst the din is heard no more. 
Where sabres thickest flash around, 
Where sulph’rous smoke obscures the air, 
And bleeding warrior’s load the ground, 
The gallant Edgar combats there. 
Grim carnage stalks along the field, 
And views the slain with fiendish joy ; 
But Love and Valour spread a shield, 
Around the gallant Soldier Boy. 
The battle’s won, the foe have fled, 
But many a chief has found his grave ; 
Sleeps Edgar with the valiant dead ?—= 
Oh! no kind Heaven protects the brave. 
He comes unharm’d from bloody toil, 
Louisa, haste the youth to meet; 
Let Love’s fond welcome, Beauty’s smile, 
Thy safe returning warrior greet. 
Oh! wildly throbb’d Louisa’s heart, 
No words can tell how great her joy, 
When safe return’d, no more to part, 
She clasp’d her gallant Soldier Boy. 








Rosa. 
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For the Fuvenile Port-Folia. 


TO RAYMOND. 


Friendship, sweet power, my strains inspire, 
To thee I consecrate my lay ; 
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Say Raymond, does a thought of me 


Into thy bosom ever stray ?— 


Oft dearest friend, I think of thee, 


And bless thy name while far away. 


I think of thee at dawn of light, 


And when are past the cares of day, 


I breathe a fervent prayer each night, 


*“ Heaven guard my friend while far away.” 


Raymond, when gentle Cynthia gleams 


Through night’s dark veil with pensive ray ; 


Think then, I watch her silvery beams, 


And wish thou wert not far away. 
Orilla. 
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YOUTH. 


Youth, like the clear unruffled stream, 


How gently glides thy course, 


'Pure as the sun’s unclouded beam, 


And from as bright a source. 


Thou fairest flow’r of nature’s growth, 


Rich gem of heavenly hue, 


Bursting thy hidden beauties forth, 


Like rose’s sweets to view ; 

Thy guiltless breast no passion knows; 
No folly can entice, 

Love only in thy bosom glows, 
Untainied yet by vice. 

Life’s gilded maze to thee appears 
As one unclouded ray, 

Thy fancy forms revolving years, 
An ever smiling May. 

Blest age, how quick thy moments fly, 
How soon thy joys are o’er ; 

When past in vain for thee we sigh, 
Thy joys return no more. 
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JOHANNIS SECUNDI BASIUM 111. Jmitated. 


| One kiss, dear Maria, one kiss and adieu— 


Thy lips sweet as nectar in amorous play, 
To mine with an ardour, all graceful you drew, 
Then—snatch’d them with trembling impa- 
tience away. 
So the swain, when the sports of the village 
invite, 
With festivity crown’d, and with innocence 
blest, 
As he trips o’er the meadows—aghast with 
affright, 
Recoils from the adder his footsep has 
press’d. 
This was surely no kiss—it serv’d only my fair! 





To leave to desire my fond bosom a prey, | 
To add a new sting to the pangs of despair, 


And the passion inflame, it was meant to al- | 


day. 
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J sweep once more the sighing lyre, 
And sing to him who’s far away 
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